Z92                                        S H E P P E Y                               ACT III

[Tiie door is opened wide, silently; and as it opens it gives
the impression that it has not been pushed but has
swung open of its own accord.   BESSIE stands in the
door. She wears a long black cloak, but no hat.
SHEPPEY: Oh, it's you, Is it? I thought I 'card a knock.
BESSIE: I didn't knock.

SHEPPEY; Didn't you? I suppose I was dreaming. Come in,
dear.

[She comes in and the door closes behind her.
SHEPPEY: Got somebody with you?
BESSIE: No.

SHEPPEY: Who shut the door then? It's funny.  I must be
half asleep. [He goes to the door, opens it and looks out.}
There's nobody there.
BESSIE: [With the shadow of a smile ^[ No.
SHEPPEY: You 'aven't been gone long.
BESSIE: Have you been expecting me?

SHEPPEY: Thought better of it, I suppose. Well, I can*t say
I'm sorry. I'll put on some light. [He switches on a
standard lamp. The room is now dimly lit. BESSIE stands
near the door, motionless^ What are you standing like
that for? Come in.
BESSIE: Thanks.

[She enters into the room. There is something about her
that seems strange to him. He cannot quite make it
out. It makes him vaguely uneasy.

SHEPPEY: Did my old woman let you in?
BESSIE: The house is empty.

SHEPPEY: I suppose she's popped out to get them kippers.
We wasn't expecting you in to supper.

BESSIE: I generally come before I'm wanted.

SHEPPEY: No, you don't, not 'ere.  I said you was always
welcome and I meant it.